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conscious understanding so far inferior to her blind feminine
instincts, that even now, in spite of the deathly chill that in-
vaded her under his unexpected attack, she clung obstinately
with her story-book intelligence to the fixed idea that there
was no "real love" between them, that "real love" belonged
to that picture-show world of her imagination, that world of
magnetic glances from mysterious personages like the Glymes
man, that world where she was brought back from her Circus-
triumphs by a passionate admirer's limousine to a resplendent
Lovie under a rosy porch!
"So l^ance is 'fond' of me, is she ?" he brought out with bitter
sarcasm. "And you find yourself quite upset when you know
who the man is you're so attracted to—and don't think I've
not seen it—I saw it on Candlemas night when he made that
stuff you and TheP liked drinking! It's unlucky, isn't it, that
he likes Thuella so much? But come on; let's hurry and catch
them up! I've known, all the time, how annoyed you've been
to hang back for me, with such exciting people ahead. I saw
why you didn't want me to get my stick. Come on; let's catch
them up! He'll love to have you with him as well as Thuella."
No-man might just as well have been repeating his own name:
"Dud, Dud, Dud, Dud, Dud," over and over again, as indulg-
ing in all this elaborate sarcasm. Since his first words she
hadn't listened to a thing he said. That deadly chill air from the
crack in the security under her feet had numbed her whole
being. She didn't care what he thought, or what he said, or
for any reasonings he used. All she wanted was for the ground
under her feet to stop swaying and cracking, to stop letting
through those death-airs. So she kept staring and staring at
him, her eyes brimming, her throat swelling, her lips sucked in
against her teeth, and her nose, for all the sunshine that played
upon it, showing white and pinched.
He must have seen that his sarcasms were paper darts sinking
into a wooden post, for he suddenly changed his tune. He began
talking to her in a low whisper, a whisper into which he threw
every grievance against her that had been accumulating since
November.
"How far have you gone with him, you and Thuella? Or
perhaps I ought to say how far have you let him go? It's a
shame I don't feel proud of a father—isn't it?—who likes 'em
in pairs, like partridges. But how far has this thing gone? I

